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Chapter 



K opa!” Nala called to her cub. 
“Where arc you ofl'to now ?" 

“To the water hole, Mom.” 
Kopa’s tail was twitching. "The antelopes 
arc having a fight. Dad’s gonna break it 

l.p" 

“Must you follow your lather every¬ 
where?" asked Nala. 

“Sure!" answered Kopa. He puffed 
out his chest. “There’s a lot 1 have to 
learn if Pm gonna be king someday." 
“lake hunting for your own supper?" 
“Hunting?" cried Kopa. “Mo-om! 
That’s girl siutT" 

“Sorry, Your Majesty!" Nala laughed 
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as Kopa scurried away. 

Kopa was the son of Nala and Simba, 
the lion King. When Simba was young, 
his father, Mufasa, had been killed. 
Tliinking that his father’s death was his 
fault, Simba had run away. Simba did not 
know that Mufasa had been killed by his 
evil brother. Scar. It wasn’t long before 
Scar became the lion King. 

Simba lived tar away in the jungle until 
his old friend Nala found him. Nala per¬ 
suaded Simba to return to the Pride 
Lands and take his rightful plaec as king. 

Simba defeated Sear and became the 
new lion King. I atcr, Simba and Nala 
became mates and the parents of a lively 
cub, whom they named Kopa. 

“Wait till I tell the other lions about 
the antelope brawl!” Ki»pa knew where to 
find them. 

The pride was resting under a clump 
of acacia trees. Kopa ran to greet them. 
They did not notice him. 

“Did I ever tell you about the time my 
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great-grandfather chased a herd of ele¬ 
phants?” asked Leo. 

“About a hundred times!” said Koga. 
The other lions groaned. 

Ngawa, a civet, peered from behind a 
bush. “The way I heard it, Leo”—he 
grinned—“it was the elephants who 
chased your great-grandfather!” 

Leo fumed. “In fact,” Ngawa said, “I 
heard they weren’t elephants but mice!” 

“Oh, yeah?" growled Ixo. 

“Hey, gu\ s!" Kopa called. “My dad—" 

“Ciet real, Leo!” said Sabini. “What 
you want is Simba’s family tree, and 
you’ll never have it." 

Kopa’s cars perked up. 

“Hmmmph. My family tree is even 
better than Simba’s!” Leo sniffed. He 
turned to Kopa. “No offense, kid." 

“No family tree is better than 
Simba’s!” said Sabini. 

“What family tree?" asked Kopa. 
“Where is it?” 

The lions laughed. 
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“Is it big?” asked Kopa, his eyes 
widening. “Docs it have a lot of leaves? 
What kind of fruit grows on it?" 

The lions were rolling on the ground. 

Knpa puffed out his chest. “Stop 
laughing!" he said. “Tell me where my 
family tree is!" 

Knpa stared at the lions. “Come on, 
you guys! Please?" 

Mega, an old lion with a hill mane, 
said, “Your father would want the honor 
of telling you about your family tree." 

“You’re right," Kopa smiled. “I’m 
gonna ask him right now." 

The lions watched Kopa dash away. 

“‘Does it have leases?’ he asks." Babu 
giggled. “‘Or fruit?’” 

“Cubs!" Ngawa chuckled. “They say 
the darndcst things!" 

“Which reminds me,” said Ixo “Did I 
ever tell you about the time my great¬ 
grandfather saved a cub from a—" 

“About a hundred times, Leo!" cried 
Sabini. 


- 10 - 






Chapter 



W hospeaks for the antelopes 
here?" asked Simba. 

Nzee stepped forward. “It’s 
like this, Simba," she said. “W'c love our 
water hole. It’s cod. It’s fresh. And it’s 
dear." 

“But?" asked Simba. 

“But we can’t drink with that slob 
Kiboko in it!" 

“Hev!" called Kiboko. “Who says this 
water hole is yours? I don’t see your 
name on it." 

He swung his head sideways, spraying 
them with water. 

“You see what I mean, Simba?" cried 
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Nzee. “He’s humungous, he’s filthy, 
and he stinks!" 

“Yeah! And proud of it!" called 
Kiboko. 

Simba looked at the antelopes. “You 
realize that hippos like the water too?" 

“Why docs he have to like our w ater?" 
asked the biggest antelope, Machufa. 

“Kiboko? UT>at was wrung with your 
swamp?" Simba asked. 

Kiboko rolled in the water lazily. “I 
guess you could say my tastes have 
changed." He took a gulp of water and 
gargled loudly. 

“That docs it! Let me at him! Let me 
at him!" screamed Nzee. 

Kopa squeezed his wav through the 
crow d of antelopes. “Hi, Dad!" Kopa 
called. “Got a minute?" 

“Kopa!" said Simba. “This isn’t the 
place for a cub!" 

“Dad!" cried Kopa. “Tell me about 
our family tree! The lions were talking 
about our family tree. I want to find it!" 
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Simba smiled. “Find it?" 

“Yeah!" said Kopa. “I want to find it 
and climb it and—" 

“Simba!" called Nzcc. “What about 
Kiboko?" 

Machida came forward. “Do we have 
to get ugly?" 

Kopa tugged at his father with one of 
his claws. “Da-ad! Can I climb the family 
tree? (’.an I? Can I? Huh?" 

Simba looked down at Kopa, then at 
the antelopes. 

“Go ahead!" Kiboko grinned. “Make 
my day!" He began to swing his head 
sideways again. 

“Kopa!" Simba said. “Ijtcr!” 

“Simba! Simba! Simba!" chanted the 
antelopes. 

Kopa backed away from the water 
hole. “I don’t need anyone to help me 
find the family tree," he whispered, 
“because I’m going to find it mysclfl" 
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Chapter 



T he antelope squabble was only half 
settled. All that Kiboko had agreed 
t‘> do was wash his feet before 
entering the water hole. 

I don’t know what’s harder, thought 
Siniba as he walked home, being king or 
being a lather! 

“Rough day, sire?” 

Simba looked up and saw the hornbill 
Zazu, his steward. “Let's just say 1 was up 
to my neck in work, Zazu.” 

“Oh, dear!” Zazu sighed. “It’s a good 
thing you’re not a giraffe!” 

“Zazu, was I curious w hen I was a 
cub?” Simba asked. 
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“Hmmmm. I do recall an incident 
many years ago," said Zazu. “One 
regarding an elephant grascyard—" 

“Never mind!” The elephant graveyard 
still nude his mane stand on end. 

“Why do you ask, sire?” 

Simba sighed. “Kopa wants me to tell 
him all about our family tree. And I don’t 
know where to begin.” 

Zazu said, “Well, sire, you can start by 
showing him this.” 

“What?" asked Simba. 

“It’s a surprise, sire," Zazu said. 
“Follow me." 

Simba hadn't realized that Zazu’s sur¬ 
prise was so far away. The)’ traveled for an 
hour over grassland and along the Zuberi 
Riser. 

“Zazu!" Simba called. “Where are you 
taking me?" 

Zazu flew toward some bushes. Simba 
watched as Zazu cleared the mouth of a 
cave by brushing aside the branches with 
his beak. “Enter!” said Zazu. 
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Simba gasped when he walked into the 
cave. lines were scratched all over the 
wall. One line led to another, then 
another and another, like a tree with 
many branches. 

“Sire," Zazu said with a sweep of his 
wing. “May I present your family tree!** 

“Fantastic!" cried Simba. 

“Ix>ok, sire, iliis line stands for vour 
father, the noble King Mufasa. It is joined 
to another line, Sarabi, your mother," 
Zazu said with a salute. 

“And the line next to Mufasa is—" 

“Your uncle," Zazu sneered. “That 
slime-bucket Scar." 

"Why have I never seen this before?" 
Simba asked. 

“Because you never asked." 

Simba turned to see Kaliki, bowing at 
the mouth of the cave. He gave the old 
baboon a big smile. 

*Asantc sana. Thank you very much, 
Rafiki," he said. “Wait till Kopa sees 
this!" 
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“Speaking of Kopa, sire," asked 
Zazu, “where is he now ?" 

Kopa had wandered down Pride Rock 
to the grassy plain below. The land 
looked strange, and many of the bushes 
were taller than he was. 

“Don’t ev er go beyond the Pride 
Lands alone!" his father had warned him. 

But what if our great family tree is out 
there? Kopa wondered. 

A beetle scuttled toward a hole. 

“I really should grab something to 
eat," Kopa said, stretching out his claws. 

A lizard popped its head out of the 
hole, scaring away the beetle. 

“Hey!" Kopa yelled. “What do you 
think you’re doing?" 

“Just digging the scene!" 

Kopa stared at the lizard. It was a lot 
bigger than the beetle. 

Kopa’s stomach growled. 

“Lion, plus grow ling stomach, plus 
me—equals lizard lasagna!" said the 
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lizard. “Ia>ok, I'd really love to stay for 
dinner," he said. “But I’ve gotta run!" 

Kopa watched the lizard dash out of 
the hole and scurry away. 

“I’m gonna get you!" cried Kopa. 

He chased the lizard lor what seemed 
like two hours. The high grass had turned 
to dust under Kopa’s tired paws when the 
lizard finally disappeared. 

“ Those hunting lessons of Mom’s are 
looking awfully good," he said and 
dropped to the ground. “I give up!" It 
had grown dark. “Gosh! Where am I?” 

The ground was dry and broken. Dead 
trees were everywhere. The)- looked like 
class's. 

“I’m Kopa," he mumbled, “I’m a 
prince. And I’m not scared of anything!" 

He stepped forsvard and felt some¬ 
thing under his pass; He looked doss n 
and saw a skull. It stared up at him with 
hollow eyes. 
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Chapter 



W ell"—he shuddered—“almost 
anything!" 

Kopa settled himself tinder a 
dead tree. He listened to the strange 
sounds that tilled the night. 

“I want to go home," Kopa 
whispered. The chilly air made him 
shiver. He curled up and cried himself 
to sleep. 

“What do you want to cat today, 
Chewa?" 

“I don’t know. What do you want to 
cat today, Chovo?" 

“I don’t know. What do you want to 
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cat today, Chewa?" 

“I don’t know— Darn! We go 
through this ever}’ day!” cried Chewa. 

I Ic was a vulture and was talking to his 
friend Choyo. “What difference docs it 
nuke when there’s nothing to eat?" 

The vultures stcx>d silently on a rock. 
They watched the sun coming up ox er 
the dry, dead land. 

“It’s just not the same anymore." 
Choyo sighed. “Animals aren’t migrating 
the way they used to." 

“And when they don’t migrate, they 
don’t get lost," added Chewa. “And 
when they don't get lost, they don’t drop 
dead. And when they don’t drop dead, 
we don’t cat!" 

“That’s why you’re the leader of the 
flock, Chewa. You’re so smart!" cried 
Choyo. 

“Let’s face it, Choyo, my friend," 
Chewa sighed. “It’s either beast or 
famine. And as your leader, I can do 
nothing about it." 
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“Remember the good old days when 
Scar was king?” asked Choyo. “We had 
animals passing through every day." 

“Ah, yes! I can taste it now.” Chewa’s 
beak trembled. “Antelope antipasto! 

Bush baby bouillabaisse! Polecat Proven- 
Vale!” 

“Jellied jackal!” added Choyo. 
“Ginger-glazed gazelle! Miniature 
wart hog puft's!" 

The two vultures jumped off the rock. 
They touched wings and began dancing 
in a circle. 

“Rib roast of rhino! GiratTc gazpacho!” 
They danced around a dead tree. 
“Coconut ermine cub!” said Choyo. 
“Cub?" shrieked Chewa. Sleeping a 
few feet away w as Kopa. 

Chewa grabbed Choyo by the wings. 
“It’s a lion cub!" he screeched. “L>o you 
remember the last time we ate lion cub?" 

“I can’t remember the last time we ate 
anything!” wailed Choyo. 

“Exactly my point," said Chewa. 
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“This little kitty is going to make our 
tummies tingle!" 

“Hey! We can’t cat him yet." Choyo 
lifted Kopa’s eyelid. “He's not dead!” 

“Choyo, we may be birds of prey," 
said Chewa, “but we arc not creatures of 
habit." 

“No?" Choyo said. “No! Of course 
not." 

“Besides"—Chewa sniffed Kopa—“I 
certainly could acquire a taste for fresh, 
chubby cubby feet.” 

“So what arc we waiting for?” asked 
Choyo. 

Chewa knocked Choyo over with his 
wing. “Choyo! Have you already 
forgotten the main rule of the flock?" 

“We have rules?" asked Choyo. 

"Rule number one: Whatever we find, 
we share," said Chewa. 

At the word share, a dozen more 
vultures swooped dow n from the sky. 

“Baby cub!" cried one. 

“Tasty!” cried another. 
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Back at Pride Rock, Simba and Nala 
were pacing the ground. 

“It was my fault," Simba said. “I 
shouldn't have been too busy for 
Kopa." 

“Don't blame yourself, Simba," said 
Nala. “It was my fault. I should have kept 
him from wandering off." 

“No!” cried Zazu. “It was my fault. I 
should have seen him going.” 

“It was my fault.” Rafiki sighed. “I 
should have seen it coming.” 

“Oh, let’s stop blaming ourselves," 
Zazu said. 

They turned to sec Kiboko. He was 
covered with mud and flics—but his feet 
were dean. 

Zazu pointed his wing at Kiboko. “It 
was his fault!” 

Fast asleep, Kopa did not hear Chewa, 
Choyo, and the new arrivals. Curled up 
next to the tree, he snored softly as the 
vultures eyed him. 
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“Before we dine, I would like to make 
a toast,” said Chewa. 

“Speech! Speech! Speech!" called the 
vultures. 

Chewa raised his wings modestly. 

“May we never need five hundred ways to 
prepare crickets again!" 

“Hear, hear!" 

Kopa yawned. The vultures jumped 
back when he rolled over. Their beaks 
quivered as they watched him stretch. 

“What do you say, Chewa?” asked 
Wali, an eager vulture. “Do we cat him 
alone or on a bed of wild mice?" 

“Wait!” cried Chewa. He walked over 
to Kopa and stared into his face. “Don't 
you get the feeling you've seen this cub 
before?” 

“Only in my dreams, Chewa!" shouted 
Choyo. 

“Yeah!" said Wali, clacking his beak. 
“This here is one royal feast!" 

“Did you say royal)" cried Chewa. 
“That’s it!” 
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“What?" shrieked Choyo. 

“This cub is the son of Simba, the 
Lion King! Which makes him the prince 
of the Pride!" 

“Who cares?" Wali said. “In the 
stomach, they’re all the same!" 

“This little cub is not going into 
anyone’s stomach," said Chewa. 

“You mean we’re not going to cat 
him?" cried Choyo. 

“No!" said Chewa. He leaned over 
Kt>pa, who was just opening his eyes. 

“With a father like Simba," Chewa 
said, “there’s a lot more to be gained 
from this measly little cub. A lot more. 
Wah ha-ha!" 
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Chapter 



L et me down!" Kopa shouted. 

“Aw, don’t you like your new 
tower. Prince?" called Wali. 

Kopa’s new tower was a spiky nest of 
twigs resting on top of a tall, dead tree. 
The tree was far too tall and smooth for a 
little cub to climb down. 

“I'm hungry!" cried Kopa. The 
vultures laughed and flew away. 

Kopa buried his head in his pass's. 

“Why can’t I be brave like my dad?" 
“Hey, chill out, little brother!" 

Kopa looked up. Three young vultures 
were standing around his nest. 

“Who arc you?" gasped Kopa. 
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The vultures put their wings around 
one another. 

“I’m Moja!" said the first. 

“Mbili!" said the second. 

“Tatu!" said the third. 

“Better known as—ta-da!—the 
Buzzard Boyz!" they shouted together. 

“The Buzzard Boy/?** Kopa asked. 

Moja, Mbili, and Tatu began beating 
on the nest with their wings. 

“Hey!" cried Kopa. “What arc you—?” 

“Just listen to the word of the bird!" 
said Tatu. The vultures sang: 

*We're tlse Buzzard Boyz, 

And you know our w/n/jf are Jin ppm'! 

We're not like other vultures, 

'Cause we'd rather be here rappin 7 * 

The buzzards folded their wings across 
their chests. 

“That was great!" said Kopa. 

“Don’t jive us, man!" said Moja. 

“No! That was way-cool!" 
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The vultures exchanged high fives. 

“That's the first time we’ve heard 
that," said Mbili. 

“Don’t the other vultures like your 
music?" asked Kopa. 

“Ut’s put it this way," said Tatu. 
“When we’re hummin', they’re 
bummin’!" 

“Sorry to hear that," said Kopa. 

“That’s why Chewa would rather have 
us up here with you than down there 
with him," said Moja. 

“What’s he going to do?" Kopa 
gulped. “Eat me?" 

“No, nun!" cried Tatu. “Chewa 
wants to make a raasom deal with your 
dad!" 

“You, in exchange for a bigger, fatter, 
tastier creature," added Moja. 

“And if Daddy isn't cool," continued 
Tatu, “then we have the ugly task of—" 

“You know, guys," Kopa said, “I’d 
really love to hear another song.” 

“Bust the move, Boyz!" cried Tatu. 
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“To/ Sometimes nr prey on ostrich. 

We always swoop to catch 'em! 

Hut when tltcy lay tlteir ejins. 

We Ho our best to hatch ’em! 

Check it out!” 

“Awesome!" cried Kopa. “Wicked 
awesome!" 

“Singin’ for a prince!" cried Moja. 
“Man, this is deft" 

“I’d like to hear more,” said Kopa. 
“But my stomach is growling too loudly 
to hear anything!" 

“Man, let’s get the cub some grub!" 
said Tatu. 

The Buzzard Bovz flew oft'. 

Whew! thought Kopa. That was a 
smart move! 

Then Kopa smiled. Maybe I’m more 
like my dad than I thought! 


-34 


fTTTTTTTTTTTT 


Chapter 



S urrounded by his flock, Chewa sat 
on a rhinoceros skull. He rubbed his 
wings together. “Now, we all know 
that Simba will do anything to get his 
dear cub luck. Don’t be afraid to think 
big!" 

T*hc vultures sat in silence. 

“Oh, come on!" cried Chewa. “Don’t 
we even have a wish list?" 

Chovo raised his wing. “I’d like to 
exchange the cub for three dik-diks." 

“Out of all the animals in the Pride 
I jnds, you come up with dik-diks?" cried 
Chewa. “The tiniest antelopes in Africa!" 
“I meant three big antelopes," said 
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Choyo. “Light but satisfying." 

“Antelope!" Chewa snifTed. “I would 
rather eat a cantaloupe than an antelope!" 

Hie vultures chuckled politely. 

“Now," continued Chewa, “shall we 
try it again?" 

Another vulture raised her wing. 

“Yc-css?" asked Chewa. 

“How’s about we exchange the kid for 
a watcrbuck?" 

Chewa sighed, “We already discussed 
the appetizer." 

“How about a wildebeest?" asked 
another vulture. 

Chewa rolled his eyes. “Please, sir! 

Can I have some more?” 

“Well, w hat do you want to eat, 
Chewa?” asked Choyo. 

“Yeah! Yeah!" the vultures shouted. 

Chewa did a little dance. 

“If 1 had to choose one meal, it would 
Ik elephant!" 

“Yes!" cried the vultures. 

“Or hippopotamus!” 











“Yes! Yes!" cried the vultures. 

“Or rhinoceros!” 

“Yes! Yes! Yes!" 

“Wait! Wait! Wait!” cried Chewa. 
“Why settle lor one dish? Let's give 
Simba a menu of the animals we want.” 

“Arc you sure we’re not asking for too 
much, Chewa?” asked Choyo. 

“Of course not, my dear friend," said 
Chewa. “After all, greed is good for us!” 

The Buzzard Bovz stood in the back 
of the crowd. Thc>’ shook their heads. 

“Vultures eating live animals?" 
whispered Tatu. “That's not cool!" 

“That bird is out of control!" said 
Mbili. 

“Way out!" Moja whistled softly. 

“What d’ya say, Boyz?" asked Tatu. 

“I say this time we don’t follow the 
leader!” murmured Mbili. 

“Right on!” whispered Moja. 

“Now," Chewa said, “do we all agree 
on the curried cream of crocodile with 
crispy croutons?” 


- 38 - 


Chapter 



Y ou mean they want to cat all those 
animals?” Kopa gasped. 

The Buzzard Boy/, had returned 
to the nest. They chanted: 

*CJtetra 'sjot a menu, 

The list reads like a zoo! 
lire deal is really simple: 

It’s the menu or it's you! * 

“My dad will never let those vultures 
hurt the animals in the Pride lunds," said 
Kopa. “And I don’t blame him!” 

“Yo, man!" cried Moja. “Cool your 
whiskers!" 
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“You’re right, I don’t want to get 
eaten,” Kopa whispered. “But Dad can’t 
sacrifice the other animats for me!” 

“Well, he may not have to,” said Tatu. 
“Wait till you hear our plan.” 

“Plan? What plan?” 

“See you later!” The Buzzard Boyz 
llew off. 

“You want to what}" cried Chewa. 

“We want to deliver the menu to 
Simba," said Tatu. 

“Yeah!” said Mbili. “The Buzzard 
Boy/ want to hang with the king!" 

“The fat cat!” cried Moja. 

“The nunc man!" cried Tatu. 

“No!” Chewa said, shaking his head. 
“Choyo is going to deliver the menu. 
And that’s that!” 

Choyo stuck his beak in the air. “And 
that’s tfut!” 

“Too bad, man!” Tatu sighed. “We 
had ten new songs to sing for Simba.” 

“But if we can’t sing for the leader of 
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the Pride . . .” continued Moja. 

“We’ll have to sing for the leader of 
the tiock!” cried Mbili. 

“Songs?” Chewa gulped. “Ten songs?” 

“Cheek ’em out!” cried Moja. 

The vultures began to sing: 

*Tol The Buzzard Boys art fly! 

Hr know we're number one! 

Soj\et the party p mil pin \ 

'Cause we're only just begun! 

Go, CJtewa! Go, Chewa!" 

They took a deep breath. 

“Hold it!” cried Chewa, dapping his 
wings over his ears. “No more!" 

“We can’t help it, man!" Tatu smiled. 
“We’re culture vultures!” 

“Well, now you’re messengers!” 
snapped Chewa. 

“What?” squealed Moja happily. 

“But, Chewa," cried Choyo, “1 was 
supposed—” 

“Shut your beak!” Chewa screeched at 
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Choyo. He turned to the Buzzard Boyz. 
“Wali will tell you everything that is on 
the menu," he said. “Memorize it and 
recite it for Simba. But do not—I 
repeat—do not tell him where the cub is! 
I>o you hear me?" 

“We hear you!" diantcd the Boy/.. 

“Chewa, why the Buzzard Boyz?" 
asked Choyo. 

Chewa pulled Choyo aside. “Because 
once those annoying creatures open their 
beaks," he whispered, “Simba will agree 
to anything!" 

Chewa marched over to the Boyz. 

“Go find Wali," said Chewa with a 
salute. “And may the course be with 
you!" 

“Don’t worry, Chewa," said Tatu. “As 
Mx>n as tltc spread is in the head, we’U 
make a beeline for the feline!" 

“Come on, Boyz!" Moja called. 'Hie 
Buzzard Boyz flcsv oft*. 

“Now, why would we ev er tell Simba 
where the cub is"—Tatu laughed—“if we 
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can sing about it instead?” 

“I’m glad we’re helpin’ the little 
dude," said Mbili. “He’s nice, cute—" 

“And he’s got great taste in music!" 
said Moja. 

In the Pride lands, tears flowed 
heavier than Zulu Falls, 'lltc animals 
gathered on Pride Rtxk to comfort 
Simba and Nala. F.vcn Kiboko and the 
antelopes forgot their squabble to help 
find Kopa. 

“A search parts !" cried Zazu. “We 
must form a search party!" 

“Quickly! Before it’s too late!" cried 
Nala. “My baby is probably starving! 

And thirsty! And watched by hungry 
vultures!” 

“Speaking of vultures," cried Kiboko, 
“look!” 

The Buzzard Boyz. were circling 
above. 

“Vultures!" cried Leo. 

The animals cleared the runway as the 
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vultures touched down one at a time. 

“Smooth landing!” Tatu smiled and 
dusted ofThis wings. 

“Who arc you?” asked Simba. 

“Man, we thought you’d never ask!" 
Moja smiled. “Go with the flow; Boyz." 
The Buzzard Boyz began to sing: 


“Ifyou were hop in' 

For canaries, 

Re vary— 

'Cause we're slam nun ’ 

And we're jatnmin' 

And we're Itopin'and we're wislsin * 
For an end to our famine —” 










“Stop!" Zazu stepped forward. “We 
are not in the mood for a recital!" 

“But you will be in the mood for 
this!" said Tatu. The Buzzard Boyz 
continued to sing: 

“HV’nr the Buzzard Boyz, 

And we're Irere to jjet thin ns done, 

IJke lead you where you need 

Tojio to Jind your son! 

Word of tlse bird. * 

“Sire!" cried Zazu. “They know where 
to find Kopa!” 

“Tell us w here he is!" Nala cried. 

“It’s not that easy!" Tatu sighed. 

“What do you mean?” Simba snapped. 

The Buzzard Boyz folded their wings 
across their chests. They began to sing: 

“Our leader's name is CJxwa. 

He wants to make a deal. 

He'll (liveyon baek tlx cub 

If you whip hint up a meal!" 
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“A meal?" Simba asked. “What meal?" 

“Whatever it is," cried Leo, “just do it! 
Doit!" 

“It's like this, Simba, my nun," 
explained Moja. “Chewa wants to 
exchange Kopa for some larger animals." 

“On the other hand”—Leo 
gulped—“you might want to give it 
some thought." 

“Exchange my son," Simba said, “for 
my friends? I can’t do that!" 

Kiboko broke through the crowd. 

“Send me, Simba!" he shouted. “I can 
handle them!" 

“What a guy!" cried Nzcc. 

“Thank you, Kiboko," Simba said. 
“But that creature seems to want more 
than one animal." 

“You got that right!" said Tatu. 
“Cheek out the menu!" 

“Menu?" Simba asked. “What menu?" 

'Hie Buzzard Boyz cleared their 
throats. “The tint course consists of a 
mongoose salad with slivered snake!" 
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“Oh, no!" cried a mongoose. 

“Sssssay it ain’t ssssso!" hissed a snake. 

“Followed by a plate of hyena hash 
with huevos ranclserosl" said Mbili. 

The hyenas were not laughing. 

“Followed by an old-fashioned gazelle 
gumbo," said Tatu. 

A gazelle fainted, barely missing Zazu 
as she collapsed. 

“You don’t happen to have horn- 
bill on the menu ... do you?" Zazu 
gulped. 

A herd of elephants joined trunks and 
began dancing in a circle. “They don’t 
want to eat us! They don’t want to cat 
us!" they sang. 

“Don’t get excited!" said Tatu. “You 
box's arc the entree!" 

The elephants stopped dancing. 

“Would you care to hear the specials?" 
Tatu asked politely. 

“No animal here is going to be eaten!" 
Simba marched over to the Buzzard 
Boyz. Fie growled. “Are you going to tell 
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me where Kopa is, or do I have to get 
fierce?" 

The Buzzard Boy/, stepped back. 

“Sorry, man! But we’re not allowed to 
tell you," Tatu said. 

“Chewa’s rules." Moja shrugged. 

“Oh, really?" Nala snarled at the 
Buzzard Boyz. 

“But we’ve got nothing to lose ... if 
we sing you the new^," Mbili said. 

“Then sing!" Simha cried. 

“Bring it home, Boyz!" cried Mbili. 

‘77/r cub is buutmin' in a nest 

On top of some dead trees 

When the breeze is hot and dusty 

And all you do is sneeze!* 

Simba’s exes widened. “Huh?" 

Rafiki grabbed a stick. He began 
drawing in the dirt. “Dead trees . . . dusty 
breeze ... all you do is sneeze —" 

“Rafiki!" cried Nala. “Do you know 
where it is?" 
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Ratiki stared demit at his drawing. A 
drawing of a dead, spiky tree. Raftki 
nodded. “Follow me!" 

The animals cheered. 

“Now, how did he find out?" asked 
Tatu. 

“I have no idea!" Moja smiled. 

“It's not like we told anyone where he 
was." Mbili winked. 

Hie sun had set, and the air grew cool. 
Kopa tossed in his nest of twigs. 

What if the Buzzard Boy/.’ plan 
doesn't work? Kopa thought with a 
shudder. 

A vulture cackled below. 

“Ci<kkI night. Sweet Prince!" 

Kopa stuck his head out over the 
twigs. He opened his mouth. “Roarrrr!!" 

Hmm, thought Kopa as he watched 
the vulture scurry away. Not bad! 
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Chapter 



T he sun came up the next day and 
shone on the vultures. 

Chew-a was sitting on the 
rhinoceros skull, staring out at the desert. 
“Hey!" cried Choyo. “I’m hungry!" 
“Idiot!" snapped Chewa. “So am I." 
“Where arc those Buzzard Boyz 
anyway?" called one of the other vultures. 

Chewa shrugged. “Can I help it it the 
food is good but the service is only fair?" 

“Chewa?" Choyo asked. “How docs 
an elephant smell?" 

Chewa rolled his eyes. “With his 
trunk. What a riot.” 

“No, Chewa!" said Choyo. “I think I 
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smell an elephant. And a jackal. Look!" 

The Buzzard Boyz soared over a hill. 
They were leading a parade of animals. 

Chewa jumped up. “Ladies and 
gentlemen, dinner is served!” 

“Vaaaaaaay!" cried the vultures. 

The sound of the marching animals 
woke Kopa. I Ic peeked over the edge of 
the nest and rubbed his eyes. There was 
Rafiki! And Zazu! And Kiboko! And the 
antelopes! 

“Wow!” he whispered. “What a 
turnout!" 

The sound of the animals’ tramping 
was so loud, Kopa covered his cars. 

“It’s—it’s a smorgxsbord!” Chewa 
cried. “A beak-smacking smorgasbord!” 

The parade of animals stopped in front 
of the skull. 

“Chewa, my man!" said Tatu. “We 
proudly present the zoo plate special!” 

'Hie vultures gasped as they looked 
over the animals. “Aaaaaaaaaah!” 

“It’s perfect!" Choyo sobbed. 
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Chewa jumped down from the skull. 
“No! It's not!** 

“It’s not?" said Choyo. 

“I see the hors d’oeuvres, the 
appetizer, the soup, but no dessert!” 

“Picky, picky, picky!” Mbili sighed. 

Chewa stamped his foot. “A fine meal 
like this calls for dessert! Where's the 
dessert?" 

“Chill your bill, man!" said Tatu“It’s 
right next to the giraffe ga/pacho." 

Chewa walked toward the giraffes. 

“If I remember correctly,” said Chewa, 
“the menu called for flamingo flambc!" 

ITic Buzzard Boyz huddled together, 
whispering. “We’ve replaced the flamingo 
w ith another well-know n animal. Will he 
notice? Let’s watch and sec!" 

Chewa walked past a giraffe. He 
stopped next to Kiboko. 

“Who are you?" Chewa asked. 

Kiboko smiled. “I’m your dessert!” 

Simba and Nala jumped out from 
behind Kiboko. “And we’re your worst 
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nightmare!" Simba growled. 

Choyo’s feathers stood straight up. 

“You know what?” Chewa gulped and 
ran. “I think I’ll skip dessert!" 

“Oh, no, you don’t!” Simba grabbed 
Chewa by the wing. 

“Where’s Kopa?" snarled Nala. 

“Kopa?" asked Chewa. “I don’t know 
a Kopa!" He turned to Choyo. “Do you 
know a Kopa?" 

“N-no Kopa here!" said Choyo. 

“Hey, Mom! Dad!” 

“Kopa!" cried Nala. 

“Where arc you?" Simba called. 

Chewa dashed behind the skull. 

“Oh, that Kopa,” he chattered 
nervously. “We have so many guests, I 
lose track!” 

Simba stared into Chewa’s eyes. 

“Wait!" cried Chewa. “You can take 
back your brat—I mean, son. But we’re 
so hungry. Can’t we take a bite out of 
just one of those animals?" 

“Which one?” asked Simba. 
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“Oh, like that wimpy little hombill!" 
said Chewa. “He can’t possibly mean 
anything to you!" 

“Zazu just happens to be my trusted 
steward and friend!" roared Sirnba. 

Chewa stared at Zazu. 

“On the other hand"—Chewa 
gulped—“everything l<x>ks so good. 

What do you suggest?" 

The animals surrounded Chewa. 

“1 hear vulture vichyvsoisc is 
excellent!" grunted Kiboko. 

“A-ahhhh!!" Chewa screamed. 

Choyo marched over to Simba and 
Nala. “Hey! This is our wasteland! You 
can't just come here and turn everything 
upside down!" 

“You mean, like this?” asked Nala. She 
grabbed Choyo by the foot and began 
shaking him. 

“Arrrrrgh!" screamed Choyo. Nala 
dropp'd Choyo on the ground with a 
thump. 

Simba put a paw on the rhinoceros 
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skull and glared at the other vultures. 

“May I suggest that you birds return 
to your old eating habits?" 

“No problem!" 

“The deader the better!" 

“l,ovc those rats!" 

Simba turned to Chewa and stared 
into his eyes. 

“Don’t bite my head ofl!" Chewa 
cried. “Please!” 

“Don't worry!" Simba growled. “I 
have a more suitable sentence in mind!” 

“What’s that?" Chewa shivered. 

“You and your friend Choyo arc 
hcarbv ordered to attend a concert once a 
week." 

“How lovely!" Chewa smiled with 
relief. 

“A Buzzard Bovz. concert!" 

“The Buzzard Bovz?" Chewa shrieked. 
“No! Anything but the Buzzard Bovz!" 

“You and your stupid menu!" Choyo 
hissed at Chewa. 

“And we'll be checking up on all you 


- 57 - 



vultures," said Nala, "to make sure that 
you never break the laws of nature again!" 
"Man!" Tatu smiled. “These cats arc 

bod!* 

Ratiki climbed the tree and brought 
Kopa down. 

“Mom! Dad!" cried Kopa. He nuzzled 
his mother happily. 

"I’m so glad you’re safe!" cried Nala. 
"I’m sorry I ran away," said Kopa. 

“I’m sorry I didn't listen to you." 
Siniba licked the top of Kopa’s head. 

The Buzzard Boyz began to sob. 

“I can’t take it, man!" svailed Tatu. 
“They’re breakin’ my heart!" bawled 
Moja. 

“These family reunions kill me!" 
sobbed Mbili. 

Simba and Nala walked over to the 
Buzzard Boyz. 

“Thank you for all you did." Simba 
smiled and looked at Kopa fondly. 

“Please visit the Pride I-inds whenever 
you can," Nala said. 
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“Yeah!" Kopa grinned. “You guv’s got 
the slammin’est sound ever!” 

~ Slam min at” Zazu repeated. “I 
suppose that means ‘good.’" 

Kopa jumped on Simba’s back. 

“Mom! Dad!" he cried. “I was up in a 
tree! A dead, spiky tree! Do you want to 
hear all about it?” 

“As I recall, you w anted to talk about 
another tree," said Simba. “Our family 
tree." 

“Cool!" cried Kopa. 

“You see," said Simba, “a family tree 
isn’t really a tree, but a record of our 
family. It has everyone’s name on it, all 
the way back to our noble great-great- 
great grandparents!" 

Simba looked over at Ratiki and 
winked. 

Kopa waved gpod-bye to the Buzzard 
Boyz. The parade of animals set off on 
the journey back to Pride R«>ck. 

“I’m gonna miss the little dude," 
Mbili sighed and waved back at Kopa. 
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“What do we do now?” asked Moja. 
“We pump it up, Boyz!" cried Tatu. 
"Oh, no!" Chewa moaned. 

'Hie Buzzard Boyz strutted around 
Chewa and Choyo. They began to sing: 

"It don V matter if you 're a buzzard 

Ora lizard 

Or a tijter 

Or a mole or a mule 

Or a hippo or a jjeeko 

Oran orphaned chimpanzee. 

Tlterr V something we 're all jjot, 

And that's a family tree! 

Word of tltc bird. * 
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W here’s my family tree? wonders 3 
Kopa and wanders off to look 
for it. Instead of finding his family tree, 
he finds himself up a tree, prisoner of a 
llock of hungry, cub-napping vultures. 
They want to ransom Kopa for a beak- 
watering menu of the tastiest 
animals in the Pride Lands. 

But Kopa also finds some new 
pals, the Buzzard Bovz. Can 
he get this trio with the 
slammin’cst sound 
around to save him? 


* Grolier Books jssn o-tit2«60-x 












